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The LAMENTATION of Mr. PAGE's WIFE of PLIMOVTH, who be- 
ing forced to Wed him. Conſented to his Murder, for the- Love of G. Strangwidge ; for 
which they ſuffered at Farnable,-in Devonſhire. _ The Tune of, Foztune my Foe, &c. 


1 happy ſhe whom koztune bath kozlozn, | 


Well could J with that Page enjoy d lis life, 


Deſpis'dof gzate, that pzoffer'd gzace did ſco2n, So that he had ſome other to his wife : 


My lawlelg love hath luckleſs wiought my woe, 
My diltontent, content did overthꝛow. | 


My loath?d life to late J vo lament, ' 
Wy wokul deeds in heart J do repMr : 

A wite J was that wilkul went awzy, - . 
And fo} that kault am pere pzepar'd to dye. 


In bloming pears my father's gzeedy mind, 
Againſtmy will a match koz me did find, 


Seat wealth there waz, yea, gold and (ilver ſloze, 


But per my heart bad choten one bekoze. 4 


Mine epes dillik'd my kather's liking quite, 
My beart did loath my parents fonv delight: 
My gzeedy mind and fancp told to me, 

That with his age my vonth could not agi. 


Ou knes J pꝛaꝰd they would not me confrain, 


With tears I cry'd, their prirpoſe to refrain ; 


With gh and (obs J div them often move, 
I miglt not web whereas J could not lone. 


But all in vain my ſpeches till A ſpent, 

y mothers will my wiſhes did pꝛevent. 
hough wealthy Page poCleſt the ou: ward part, 
George Strangwidge ſtill was lodged in my heart. 


Y wedded was and wzaf ed all fn woe, 
Bzeat diſcontent within ray heart did gzow ; 
I loath'd to live, pet lid d in deadly rife, 
Becauſe perfo2ce I was made Page g wife. 


My choſen eyes could not his ght abide, 


My tender zpolith did loath his aged Ade, 


Stant conld J tat the meat whereon he ked, 


My legs did loath to Lodge within his bed. 


Cauſe knew Jnone, I ſhould deſpiſe him lo, 
That ſuch diſdain wit hin my heart did gzow, 
Save only this, that fancy did me move, - . 


And told me ill, George $trangwidge Wag my love. 


Lo, here began mp downfal and detap, 
In mind I mus d to make him ſtraight away: 
I that became hls dilcontented wife, 
Contented was he chould be rid of like. 


Metlinks the heavens cry vengeance koz my fac, 
Pethinks the wozld condemns mp monſtrous att, 
Methinks witl in my conſcicnce tells me true, 
har foz that deed hell fire is my due. 


Wy penlive Soul doth ſozrow fo; my in, 
Foꝛ which offence my loul doth bleed within, 
But mercy L ond, foz mercy till Jcry, -. 
Save thou my loul and let my body die. 
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But never could J wiſh of low oz high, 


A longer like than ſeciweet Strangwidge die. 


D woe is me that had no greater gave, 


To ſtay till he had run out nature's rate; 
My deeds J rus, but moze J do repent, 


That to the ſeme my Strangwidge gave conſent 


Vou parents fond that gzeedy minded be, 

And ſeek to gzakt upon the golden tree: 
Conſider well, and rightful judges be, 
And give pour dom, 'twirt parents love & m. 


J was their child, and bound foz ts ober, 
Pet not to love where J no love could lay, 


J married was to muck and endleſs ftrife, 
But faith befoze had made me Strangwidge's wile, 


D waetched'wo:ld, whom catker® rut doth blind, 
And curſed men who bear a gzeedy mind: 

And hapleſs-J, whom parents did foce ſo, 

To end my daſes in ſoꝛtow, ſhame, and woe. 


PouDevenmire dameg, æ courteousCornwal knights 
That here are tome to viſit woful wights, 

Regard my gzief, and mark iny woful end, 

But to your childzen be a better friend, 


And thou my dear, which foz my fault mult dye, 
Be not afraid the ing of death to tr z; 


L ike as we lib“ and lov*®d together true, 


So both at once let's bid the wozld adien. 


Ulalia thy friend voth take her lack farewel, = 
Whoſe ſoul with thee in heaven thall ever dwell, 


Sweet Saviour Chziſt do thou my ſoul receive, 


The wozld J do with all my heart koꝛgive, 


And parents now whoſe gzeedy mind doth ſþow,. 
Pour hearts deſire, and inward heavy woe. 
Dourn pou no moe, fo2 now my heart doth tell, 
E ry day be done, my ſoul ſhall be full well. 


And Plimouth pzoud J kid ther now farewel, - | 


Tale heed you wives, let not your hanvs rebel, 


And farewel life wherein ſuch ſozrow ſhows, . 
And welcome death that doth my Eo2ps incloſe, 


And now ſweet Lozd fozgive me my mſsdeeds,” | 


Repentance cries fs; ſoyl that \nward bleeds. 
Sy ſoul and body A commend to thee, _ 
That with thy blood from death redeemed me. 


\ Lozdbleſs aur King with long and happy life, | 


And ſend trie peace bstwirt each man & wile ; 


And give all parents wisdom to fozeſee, * 


The match is marr d vvhere migds do not agzee. 
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kirs. PAGEs COMPLAINT 


For Cauſing her Husband to be Murthered fer 
F tvit woe did touch a womans heart. 


the Lore of Geozge Dtrangwidge. . 
1 O! grief did gall foz fin the ovrward port; 
My conſcience rhen and heavy heart within, 
Can witneſs well the ſozrow. ko my un. 


aken years were young, mp father fozc'd me web 

Againft my will, where fancy was not led; 

J was content their pleaſure to obey, - 
Although my heart was linkt another way. 


G1ear were the gifts they p2offered in my ſight, 
With wealrh they thought to win me to delight; 
But gold no2 gifts my inind could not remove, 
Foz J was linkt whereas I c:uld not love. 


Methought his Aght was loath come ts my epe, 
My heart did grudge agoinf him inwardly : 
This diſcsntent did cauſe my deadly rife, 
And with his wealth did cauſe a grievous lite. 


My conſtant love was on young Strangwidge ſet, 
And woe to him char did our welfare let; 
His love lo dep a rot in me did tale, 
A would have gone a begging fo2 his ſabe, 


Wronged he was thzough fond deſire of gain, 

Wronged he was even thꝛough my parents plain; 
It taith and troth a perfeg plevge might be, 

I had been wolle unto no man but e. 


Eternal God fo2give my fathers deed, 
And grant all parents may take better heed; 
f I ho been but conſtant to my friend, 
had not matcht to make lo bad an end. 


' But wanting grace I ſought my own decay, 
And was the-cauſero make iny kriend away 
And he on when mp early joys did le, 
Though my amiſs a ſhameful death muff die. 


Farewel, ſwfet George, always my loving friend, 
Needs muſt 3 laud and love thee ts the end: 

And albeit that Page poſſeſt thy dur, 

In fight of God thou waſt my husband true. 


My watery eyes unto the heavens J bend, 
4 of Chꝛiſt his mercy to extend, . 
5 bloody deev do me, © Lo2d, koꝛgive, 
And let my ſoul within thy kingdom live. 


Farewel falſe wozld, and friends that fickle be, 
All wives fare wel, example take by me; 

Let not the Devil to murder you entice, 

Seek to eſcape ſuch foul and ſinful vice. 


And now, © Chzilt, to thee I pielu my bieath, 
Strengthen my faith in bitter pangs of death, 

Pardon my faults and follies; Ather play, 

And with thy blood wah thouwmy uns away- 
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. ® Lond fo2give this cruel ded ol mins. 
Upon my ſoul ter be 8 
In juftice Lazd do thou novengeance take 
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GEORGE STRANGWIDGE's 


J amentation for t:onſenting to Page's Death 
for the Love of Ulalia, Page's Wife. 


Abe man that &ghs and ſozrows fo; {fs dn, 


The tozpie which cace and woe harh war ed in 
In doletul tozt recozds her CoancTike ſong. 
That wairs fv; death, and loaths to live lo long: 


@ Glarishs1d, cauſe ol mo tommited crime; 
Ss wed in wealth as birds an buſh of linie: 
QA hat cauſe. had'T thou to bear fuch wicked ſpight 


Age inſt mp love and eke my hcart's delight? 


J would to God thy wil dom had been moze, 
On that J had not entred in thy dooz; 
Oz that thou hadct a kinder father been 


Unto the Child, whole years are pet but gꝛen. 


The match unmet which thou fo2 me didſt make, 


_ Whenaged Page thy Daughter home did take; 


Well may'ff cou rue with tears that cannot dye 
Which is the cauſe that ſour ot us mull die. 


Ulalia moze bꝛighter then the ſummer's ſun, 
M hole beauty harh foz ever my love won; 
Wy loul meze ſobs to think ok thy dilgrate, 
Then to behold my own untimely race. 


The deed late done in heart J do repent, 


But that J lov'd, I cannot pet relent - 
Thy leemly ſight was c der cworet tome, 


daculi God my death could thy eccuſer be. 


It was fo2 me, alas, thou uldſt the ſame, 


- In me bp right they ought to lay the blame: 


My woꝛthlels love hath bzought my life in ſco2n, 


And woe is me that ever J was bozn. 
Farewel my love, whoſe loyal heart was ſ&n, 


I would thou badft not half ſo conſtant been: 


- Farewel my love, the pꝛide of Plimouth town, 


Farewel the flower whoſe beauty is tut down. 


Foꝛ twenty years great was the cob 2 knew, 


Thy unkind father did on thee beſtow ; 
Pet atterwards lo ſow2e did ſoꝛtune lowze, 
Pe lolt his joy and child within an hour. 


Dy wꝛong and woe ts God J do commit, 


Who vvas the cauſe of matching them unſit 


And per à cannot fs my guilt excuſe, 


UUt gave conſcat hig life foz to abuſe. | 
UU1etch. that J am, that my conſent did give, 


Bad J veny'd, Ulalia ſtill ſhould live: 


Blind fancy ſaid, This ſuit do net deny | 
Live thou in bliſs, oz elle in [ozrobb dye. | 


ami of mercy bine: 76 
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Foxgtve us both, foz Jeſus Thai his labe ? 
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